echoed and re-echoed, he discovered at last the secret so
vainly sought till now.
Taking this book as his pattern, then, and never
wearying of re-reading it, he decided to re-write his own
novel from start to finish, without bothering about
what Catherine was doing in the way of corrections,
work that seemed to him now worse than useless. She
herself, moreover, had confessed that she wasn't getting
on very fast with it; she couldn't work, the weather
was too hot. . . . And then she was so afraid of spoiling
the idea.... The result of all this was that an occasional
page or two of the manuscript returned, annotated in
her delicate handwriting, and accompanied by lengthy
dissertations on the improprieties and defects of the
writing, half caustic, half sententious, like a school-
marm correcting an exercise. But if she felt a certain
satisfaction at not having to abdicate all superiority
in face of him whom she now held in such reverence,
and perhaps allowed herself to adopt a tone of slightly
pedantic authority, it was not vanity that moved her
so much as apprehension of being left behind, and the
airs she gave herself covered an almost timid longing
to draw closer to Mm.
February drew to its end. It was the time when the
Varambauds have their three big annual dinner-parties
at intervals of a week. For the first time since they had
come to live in Paris Catherine was not asked. The
dates were fixed and the invitations sent out without
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